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Melissa Howard

T he W eeden House
by
G in g e r C . M o u s e , A L o n g - L iv e d A n im a l
as to ld to

M e l is s a H o w a r d

I was sitting in my home, a thrown out tin can, watching
my house being built. All the humans called the man in
charge Mr. Bradford or sometimes Mr. Henry C. Bradford. I
was thrilled when I saw them set to work on my house. I
didn’t know that humans would build such a beautiful house
for a simple field mouse like me! One reason I was glad was
because the tin can had barely enough room, but the main
reason was because my friend, Lois, lived in a wooden crate
and talked about how luxurious it was all the time. Well, not
any more because I, Ginger, was getting a house of my own. I
still live there today!
I could tell from the start that my house was going to be
elegant. Mr. Bradford began work in 1819, and I could see
lots of intriguing things being started. The strangest but most
lovely feature in the entire house was the spiral staircase,
which seemed one-hundred feet high. The house was Lshaped, with a gabled roof. The brick on the front of the house
was more elaborate in design than that on the other sides.
There were so many rooms I didn’t know which I would
make my bedroom once it was finished. And last, but most
certainly not least, was that spectacular entrance with all the
fancy carvings and the glass—what did they call it
again?—fanlight on the top. My new home was going to be
absolutely fantastic.
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Then finally, after twenty-six years, the house was done. I
settled into a fireplace, scooping up feathers and string for my
bed, and then I noticed that I wasn’t alone. There were a
bunch of humans—imagine that!—looking through my house.
But it didn’t matter to me and it doesn’t to this day. After all,
they’re just outsiders!
Many humans lived in my house, until one day a nice lady
called Jane Urquhart Watkins Weeden and her husband,
William, moved in. They didn’t bother me, and the fireplace I
slept in wasn’t used much and when it was, the fire didn’t
reach my corner. But once when Mr. Weeden went on a trip
to someplace called New Orleans, in 1846,1 heard Mrs.
Weeden crying and saying that he had died. What a shame. I
liked Mr. Weeden.
One day six months later, Mrs. Weeden had a daughter
that she named Maria Howard. Nothing much happened until
1861, when I heard Kate, another one of Mrs. Weeden’s
children, talking about something called the Civil War.
Everyone seemed afraid, and then in April of 1862, some men
in blue coats that talked funny took over my house. They let
me stay because it was my house, I suppose, but Mrs. Weeden
and her family had to move into the servants’ quarters and
later away from the house altogether. The men in blue said
that they were from someplace called the Union and that they
were going to smash something called the Confederacy. I
hoped it wasn’t something in my house, because I hated
having to avoid fallen glass.
The Union men left, and two of Mrs. Weeden’s daughters,
Kate and Howard, came back. I thought Howard was an
extraordinary person. While Kate tended those beautiful rose
bushes that used to be Mrs. Weeden’s and managed the house,
Howard was busy painting and writing poetry to make money.
They said that times were very hard. Howard’s first book,
Shadows on the Wall, was published, and everyone was very
happy. Then in the next two years, two more books were
published. In 1905, Howard published her last book. Then
shortly after, she passed away.
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A bronze plaque was placed on my house in 1910 and
they said it was in honor of Howard. Kate turned the house
over to her nephew, and then I heard him say soon after to a
friend that she had died.
Sometime in 1976, my house was sold to the Huntsville
Housing Authority, which turned it into a museum. I think
that humans are lucky that a nice mouse like me owns the
house and lets them use it. I am glad the the humans preserve
it, for they are bigger than a mouse and could always tear it
down. But they keep it, I guess because they know it is mine
and they cannot rightfully destroy it. I hope they keep all the
other homes, too. Do you know if the Confederacy was ever
broken? If so, it must have been cleaned up fast, because I
never noticed.
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Melissa Howard is 10 years old. Her hobbies are herbalism, making
computer programs, and writing. Herfavorite building type is Federal.
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